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	You Are My Favourite Colour

Chapter 1- First Meeting

When Sherlock and Indigo first met, it was hardly memorable, for Sherlock. Indigo, however, remembers the incident as clear as day. Sherlock was sprinting after a criminal, which was a normal occurrence for him, and so he paid no heed to any unimportant details, like running into Indigo as he chased down his prey.

Indigo was exiting a coffee shop, feeling jittery for an upcoming job interview in an hour. She was so focused on going over the possible conversations she could have that she did not notice the criminal pass by, or Sherlock running after him. Fate noticed the two were not paying attention to each other and decided they should collide.

There was a blur of curse words, flying coffee, and a mess of hands and feet. Sherlock wasted no time in pulling himself away from the disaster, too focused on crime solving to think twice about apologizing. Indigo, already a nervous wreck, burst into tears. No way was she going to make the interview if she had to go change clothes and no way was she going to the interview wearing a coffee stained blouse. Indigo sat on the pavement in front of the shop, crying for about 20 minutes. No one offered her help, although there were a few worried glances cast her way. Finally, after the coffee dried and she smelled like hazelnut creamer, Indigo wiped her eyes amd headed to her apartment for a night of disappointment, angry rants in her mind, pizza, and a few corny movies. She was furious at whoever it was that ran into her and decided if she ever saw him again, for she was great at recognizing faces, she would give him a piece of her irritated opinions.

Sherlock was pleased with himself. He eventually caught up to the criminal and he managed to kick the guy unconcious. Sherlock carried to man, or tried to with the best of his ability, to Scottland Yard and a baffled detective Lestrade. Lestrade didn't question Sherlock, took the knocked out bad guy, and left Sherlock walking away, feeling victorious. As Sherlock made his way back to his flat, he spared no second thought to the woman by the coffee shop, whose day he ruined, and decided to call John and boast about yet another case solved.

Whether Indigo or Sherlock both recognize this encounter as their first meeting, considering there were no greetings and only one of them vaguely remembered the other, Fate already had them in the palm of it's hands, and it was ready for them to meet again and again. Without realizing it, this would be the start of their forever.


End file.
